CURTIS"

the 2o-stone Mr. Murphy said it. Or, it may be that Mr,
Danckwerts first offered this extremely obvious riposte for
a man of immense proportions. But since the story was
told of Curtis in his obituary notices, there is no knowing
whether Murphy and Danckwerts had not also inherited
the response. Curtis, at any rate, never claimed it as his
own. He had to find new stories of fat men, and to give
utterance to them as they occurred.

Certainly, some of his stories were old, but little known,
but he told them because they were good, and they sounded
well as told by a fat man about himself after a good dinner.
His favourite story went that he had recently been to the
seaside and, stopping on the pier to inspect a penny-in-the-
slot weighing machine, had wondered what this particular
sample of a notoriously fanciful breed might show his
weight to be. As he put the penny in, he noticed that two
urchins stood behind him, entranced at the prospect of see-
ing what the portly gentleman with the cigar might weigh.
The needle swung round wildly, and settled at 6 stone 10.
Sir Henry, knowing the vagaries of these machines, was
unsurprised. But there was a voice from behind him of
awe and wonder.

" Coo, 'e must be 'oiler! "

Another version of the same story told by Curtis was
that he and his son, daughter-in-law, and granddaughter,
tried their varying weights upon a pier weighing-machine.
This, however, was one of those newfangled machines
which announce the weight by means of a gramophone
record. The machine duly announced " 3 st. 5 Ibs." for
Susan Curtis-Bennett; " 8 st. i Ib." it announced for
Margot Curtis-Bennett, Sir Henry put another penny into
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